60 The Tragedy c/Othello 

Defd. Heauenkeepe that monfter from Othello s mind, 
Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def. I will goe feeke himjC^/r^walke here about. 

If I doe finde him fit,Ple moue your fuite* Exeunt Defd. 
And feeke to effeft it to my vttermoft. WEmillia. 
Caf I humbly thanke your Ladifhip. 

Bian . Saue youfriend Cafsio. Enter Bianca. 

Caf. What make you from home? 

How is it with you my mod faire Bianca ? 

Ifaith fweete louel was commingto your houfe. 

Bian . And I was going to your Lodging Cafsio ; 
What,keepe a weeke away ? feuen daies and nights* 
Eightfcore eight houres, and louers abfent houres* 

More tedious then the diall, eightfcore times* 

No weary reckoning. 

Caf Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with laden thoughts bin preft, 

But Ifhall in a more conuenient time* 

Strike off this fcore of abfence r fweete Bianca * 

Take me this worke out. 

Bian . Oh Cafsio y whence came this > 

This is fome token froma newer friend* 

To the felt abfence, now I feele a caufe* 

Id come to this ? 

Caf. Go to woman* 

Throw your vile gheffes in the diuells teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are iealous now* 

That this is from fome midridejfome remembrance* 

No by my faith Bianca , 

Bian. Why who's is it ? 

Caf. I know not fweete,! found it in my chamber, 

Hike the worke well*ere itbedemanded* 

As like enough it will,Fde haue it coppied* 

T ake it, and do’^and leaue me for this time. 

Bian. Leaue you*wherefore ? 

Caf. I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no addition, nor my wifh* 


The Moore ofV enice. 

To haue him fee me woman’d. 

Bian. But that you doe not loue me .• 

T pray y oU bring me on the way alittle. 

Arid fay/ 1 fhall fee you foone at night. 

Caf. Tis but a little way, that I can bring you , 

F or 1 attend hereout Tie fee you foone. 

Bm. Tis very good, I muftbecircumftanc’d. 

■Exeunt, 

Enter la go and O thelio * 

lag. V\ ill you thinke fo ? 

Oth, Thinke fo I ago, 

Jag. What, to kifle in priuate ? 

Oth. An vnauthoriz’d kiffe. 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre, or more, not meaning any harme. 

Oth , Naked abed I ago, and not meane harme ? 

Itis hypocrifie againft thediuell : 

They that meane vertuoufly,and yet doe To, 

The diuell their vertue tempts,and they tempt heauen: 
lag. So they doe noching,tis aveniall flip ; 
Butiflgiuemy wife a handkercher. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and being hers. 

She may ,T thinke, beftow’t on any man. 

Oth. Sheisprote&res of her honour to. 

May (hegiue that? 

lag. Her honour is anefferce that’s notfeene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue it not * 

But for the ha ndkercher. 

0‘h. By heauen,l would moft gladly haue forgot it: 
Thou fiidft (O it comes o’re my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infected houfe, 
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